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2. Come all ye Buffers gay. 

3. Young Strephon, the artful, the 

dangerous Sævain. 
4. When Fanny to Woman. 
5, Saveet are the Banks, when ſpring 
erfumes, 

Net ihe filver doves. that fly. 

Come hither, ſaueet Suſan, and fit 
down by me. 

© Wau'd you tafte the Noon Tide Air. 

9. When Lovely Amora diſpiay d. 

0, As near a foun! ains flowery fide. 
As Celia near a fountain lay. 
. Gentle Youth, O tell me why. 


e 


3. Ofer half the fly the BluBing des 
. Ta an arbour of woodbines ye bath 
ſhall be led. 

15. When all the Attic Fire was fd. 

f 6. Brittle ſubſtance, light as air, 

O let me unreſervFd declare. 

8. In Sheffield Park there liv'd and 

dwelt. 

19. The Whiſlling Ploughman hails 

the bluſbing Morn. 

20. Cruel Strephon will you leaus un 

21. The other Day young Strephon wer. 

22. I like the Fox Ball grieve. 
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Is generous and refin'd - 


With 
_ The frothy 


That ſober ſenſe enjoys. 


ToLOYE andHONOUR. 
I Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 
h 


oſe paſſions at beneath- cotrole | 
oveand Honour join'd ; 
ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſfiadows and like noiſe, 
Have nothing in themſelves we know 


Rut pure and conſtant love endears, 


And feaſts both ear and fight ; 
While ev'ry thing that virtue fears, 


Can give no true delight. 


A New Flah SONG. 


OME all you Buffers gay, 


That rumly do pad the City, 


Comme. liſten to what I do ſay, 


And it will make you wend'rous wity. 


The Praps are at Drury Lane, 
And at Covent Garden alſo, 
Therefore I tell you plain, 
It will not be ſafe for to go. 
Aut if after a rum Cull you pad 


For Fear, as I've been told. 


to ſlap his Whip in Time, 


Toe ifthe Coll Gould be down, 


Tip your Bulk pretty ſoon z #4: 
Vr N 
kor fear the Cull mould be un. He wantonly boaſted' what nymphs he 


"8-2 


My love and efleem ” attempted to 
ain gy” | 

With the ſame wicked arts he ſooft had 

| betray*d, - 

He thought to ſeduce one ners inne 


cent maid : 


But appriz'd of his power, of my weak 


neſs aware 


I baffled his ſcheme, and avoided his 


ſnare; a 
For virtue I love, and was taught in 
dawn, 
When 1 gather'd a Roſe to beware of 
| a Thorn. 
His tears I neglected, his oaths I def. 
| 3 
Por his heart by thoſe tears and thoſe 
oaths were diſpuis'd : 


Wuhat preſents he brought me, I choſe 


Pray follow him brave and bold ; 


For many a Buffer has been 5 


Wy 


to decline, 
The prodigal bounty of art and defi ign 
He coax d and heflatter'd, but flatter d 
in vain, 
And uſed each art on my weaknels to 
gain; 


. Protected by prudence I Jaugh'd him 


to ſcorn, 


Let your Pal that follows behind, 


Ands... h you a bleing his Bag. 
Then at the Old Bailey your found, 
And d—m you be lltip you the Lag. He ſwore that his faith ſhould Iaviolate 
Bat if you ſhould flape his ſtaunch Wipe 
Then away to the Fence you may go. That bis heart and thoſe fair ones were 


Prom thence to the Ken of one T—, 


ho I fancy'd a Roſe, yet I dreaded a 
Thorn. ' 


had won, 


What credulous beauties his arts had 
. , undone; 


be, 


victims to me; 


Where you in full Bempers may flow. But I told him thoſe victims, that faith 


But,now I have finiſh'd my Rhime, 
And of you all muſt take my leave ; And from fach examples would learn to 


to bleed. 


** 


langerous 1 * 


* 
— 


* 


— 
£ 


I would have you to leave o Fin Time, 
Or they will make your p por Rearts That I never would proſtitute Virtue 


TheKIYSEandTHORN. 


i 4 — 
— — — 


- 1 deſpiſe 
be wile ; 


to ſcorn, 


Or ſmell at a roſe to be burnt by a thorn, 
Strephon, the artful, the Was the perjur'd betrayor GS of 
3 198} bis 


»-. 


neſs built; 


Was his heart as fincere as his oaths are Each word, look; and aon, 


profane, 


I own I could fancy, could fancy the Give eaſe to your hearts, 


fwain.: . 


But experience has taught me tis dan- 


erous to truſt, 


| And fol y to think he can ever be juſt ; 
So I'll ſtile my flame, and reje& him 


with ſcorn, 


Left I graſp at the Roſe and be hurt by x | 


the Thorn. 


The Panting NY M P H. 


HEN Fanny to Woman 
Is growing apace, 

The roſe-bud is beginning 

To blow in her face, - 

For mamma's wiſe precepts, - 
She cares not a jot, 


Her heart pants for ſomething, 


She cannot tell what. 
No ſooner the wanton, 
Her freedom obtains, 
Then among the gay Youths 
A'tyrant ſhe reignss 


And finding her beauty 


Such power had got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, 
She cannot tell wat. 

Tho? all the day in ſplendor, 
She flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, 
Ridotoe, and rout; 


Tho fl atter'd and envy d, 


Vet pines at her lot, 


} Her heart pants for ſomething, 


She cannot tell what, 
A touch of the hand,” 
Or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, 
Makes her ready to die 
Not knowing tis Cupid 
His arrow has ſhot, 
Her heart pants ſor ſomething 
But gannot tell what, 


1 


E ww. 


Was his paſſion on virtue, not wanton Ye fair take advice 


Ve lillies chaſte with filver heads 


f N. the ſilver doves that f 
Are ſo beauteous to the N 
Are ſo choicely warehöd by a | 
Net the wings that bear aloft 
' Are fo lovely bright and ſofts 


And be bleſt while you may, F 


Your wiſhes betray z 
By the conjugal knot, _ 

Tho! they pant e'er ſo mack,” 
You know not for what. 


C. LO X 648 
Weet are the banks, when ſpfng 
perfumes * 12 
The verdant plants and] laughing 
flowers gy © © © In 
Fragrant the violet as it blooms, . - 
And ſweet the bloſſom afterſhowerss © _ 


— 


Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 


That fans the golden orange grove; 


Bat O how ſweeter far than theſe, | | 


The kiſſes are of her I love. 
Ye roſes bluſhing in your bed, 
That with your odours ſcent the airg 


As my Cleora's boſom air; 


N No more I'll court vour balmy ſweets 


For I, and I alone can prove, 
How ſweeter, whereſoe er we meety _ 
The kiſſes are of her I love. "35 
Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, ; 
Their pleaſing leſſon firſt I caught 3 
Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next conſin i 
The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 
Should fortune, ſtooping from the ky 
Conduct me to her bright alcove ? 
Vet like the turtle I ſhould die, 
Denied the kifs of her I loves  *F 


A favourite Dust in tht Opera of as | 
Fairies. | 


-F 


Yeal'd in Cytherea's var 3 


- 


i 


aw 
1 1 
>» 


The gay ſportive god of love | 


Or with more confent do 91 ! 


1 4: | 
JOHN and SUSAN. Tn we Stir marty'd before it * 
HE. was long: 1 * 
Ome thither, ſweet Suſan, and fit So don't proye inconſiant to bim thats. « 
down by me, tby dear Te? 
And let us conſult on matrimoy 3 ; I pr'ythee, love, let us be marry'd bats 14 
For thou art my love, my joy, and my Year, All 
| dear, | SAR. 


I car not deny theſe words you relate,r 


2 pray thee let us be marry'd this year. 
SHE, TI did make] a prawile for to he 0e ne 


I pray, honeſt John, don' t tall of ſuch mate: | 
5.74" «things, But times are alter'd and all thiogs are 
For marriage both care ond los, i dear, 
doth bring ; Which makes me loath to be marry 0 
Beides, times are hard, and proviſi- this year. 
ons are dear, . * 
. makes me loath to be marry'd Farewel, ſarewel, fince then is it fo, * 
8 this year. | nom I am reſolv'd to another I'll go. 
d luck luck Pl 
171 times they are bard, and money is T Hank * Jad * 1 r A 
ſcant, For Iam reſolved / 10 be a this 1 
I vill do wy "endeavour that thou ſhalt Fe. Th 
| h — SHE | "oj ry 
| nd follow ng . y calling with dili- O ſtay, John, ſtay, why in ſuch baſte, Re: 
| , I Vill b | | lif 
Apt "ythes, love, let us be marry'd ble. Apr mm *. | 
* Far good luck or bad lack then Ill . 
7 SHE. never fear. Bel 
or every ecuple. thae's marry'd, they For I am reſoly'd to be ae thi 3 
You _ — the parſon moſt have * HE | | 
Then all: in orc will pro- 
14. . | Sie 3 l in order we will pro · 
Ws Andin leſs th : 
Win ae, me loath to be d * ay bride e hi you 
"Then the bell 
1 I hoo ing children, 1 am à. mokick Fiero} ring, and 
| | For- h 
Bp nr each child five fillings ar, og 0/92: are marry 4 
_ ps and nurles that will The Noni dif ©. 
Wie _— - - Ou'd ou taſte * Noon-Tide 
mak __— 
| 7 un to be marry'd To yon ſhady Nee dau * 
HE Where woven with the popler bohg * 
The mantling vine ſhall ſuelter vou. 


Di 
d not 7 me long Time & Don eich fide a fountain , 
T inkling, ene as it goes 


ö | 8 
ightly o'er the moſſy ground, Tb: Happy Sbepherd. 
dul ry Phebus ſcorching round. p S Celianear a f untain lay, 14 

Round the languid herds and ſheap, Her eye-lids c'03'd to lee 


> retch'd on ſunny hilloc ks ſleep l Ine ſhepherd Damon chauc'd that ay 
nis While on the hyacinth and roſe, To drive his flock of ſpee p. 
The fair one does alone repoſe. With awful ſteps he proach'd the fa'r, 
All alone, and in her arms, To view her charming face, | 

t (our breaſt may beat to Jove's alarms, Where every feuu-e wore an air, 

a il bleſt and bl: fling you ſhall own, And ev'ry part a grace. CAR 
ie joys of I. ve are joys alone. His heart enffam'd wi h am rous p in, 
Lovely AMoRA. Then wiſh'd t e nymph would wake, 
Hen Lovely Amora diſplay'd But ne'er before was any Swain 

d The beauties and charms So unprepar'd to ſpeaaæ. 

ofhermind; 4s ſlambering thus f. ir Celia lay, 
When Lovely, &c, Soft wiſne filFd her mind; ES 
ith r-pi'rous wonder Igez'd, She cry*d, Young Dimon come away, 
And freely my heart I r. ſign'd. For now I will be kind, - © 2 

With, &c.- | Damon embr. c'd the lucky hit, 

e fites, then my paſſion approve, He flew into her arms; Be 
Ive powers confine her to me. He took her in the yielding fit, 

En loft to all joys but her love, And rifled all her charms. 

BE Tuere's nothing can bleſs me but ſhe The Queſtioning MAID. 

fling Amora ſecures Entle Youth, O tell me Ww 
Real pleaſure, content, & true joy; Tears are ſtarting from my eyes 
ve founded on Reaſ;n endures, _ When each night with you I part, 
No care ein its blefling deſtroy. Why the ſigh that — my heart ? 
on't envy, ye powers my bliſs. Gentle Youth, O tell me true, 
Beſtow her, I can aſk no more; If it is-the' ſame with you 
erendearments exceedev'ry wiſh, Tal me when the appoined hour, 
Tis _ for her [ emplore. Calls us to the ſecret bower, 2 
Happy BEE. S ghiog trembling there I run, 
near a fountains fow'ry fide, Early as the riſing ſun, 5 
The bright Celinda lay, Tell that hearts for hearts were made 


r looks encreas'd the ſamers pride, And Love for Love is only paid 3 

Her eyes the blaze of dex. That muſick ſhould in ſound convey 

nick thro” the air to this retreat, What dying Lovers dare to far. 

A Bee ĩ aduſtrious flew, Tell me when the p ia I feel, 

ep.rd to rifle ev ry ſweet, | Pungeant as che wound of ſteel, 

And fip the balmy dew. : When [ feel the trick ing ſmart, 

awn by the fr:-grance of her breath Why [ bleſs the pointed dart? 

Her roſy Lips he found, The MILK PAIL. 

ere he in tranſport met his death, 'r half the ſky the bluſhing dawn, 

lad dropt upon the ground. Her purple veſt had ſpread. 

y bleſt Bee, enjoy thy fate, When Sally croſt the dewey LawgZ- 
” at thy 5 me reel . 10 With Milk Pail on her head, r 

ings would quit their royal tate Her brow as month of April ſweet, © 
10 ſhave a death like tine. Her checks were roſy red. 


( 


| Herdrefs was white, ard lovely neat, That dam d fair virtues ſacred ligt 


As Milk Pail on her head. 


While nymphs who brethe the city air V here ſhould they evander ? what ne 


Their moraings waſte in bed ; 
Young Sally fings as ſky lark clear, 
With Milk Pail en ber he2d. 
Her ſloe black eyes their luſtr⸗ take 
From virtue inly brd, 
Her boſom ne'er felt conſcious ache, 
. S nce Milk Pail gric'd her head. 
For cqur:ily Dames I ne'er ll fret, 
But, ah ! would Silly wed, 
I'd bjeſs the ſpot where fyſt we met. 
With Milk PaH on her head. 
—  Gremwwed SHADE 
TO an arbour of woodbines ye bath 
Hall be led, | graſs for your bed, 
leave: 
Mhili u anton young ſparrows chirp 
over your head. 2 
All under the Greentucod Shade. 
] ben the moon tuith pale lufire juſt preps 
[ehre the grove, 
And nightengales anſwer the chaſte 
turtle dove, [ her true love. 
The maid without bluſhing ſpall claſp 
All under the Greemuond Shade. 
Our plea ſnre, quite harmleſs, begins 
with the day, Lea, 
e ever are buxom, we ever are 
No virgin diſembles, or ſhepherds be- 
tray. 5 


All under the Gremwed Shade. | 


hough frowns for awhile arm the 


\ 
ace 


of the fair 
Yet ſoon th 
DiSears, © © [ deſpair. 
And Phillis cries, Do not, oh do noi 
All under the Greemooed Shade... 
+ Af. #0P_ 07. :; © |: 
} HEN all the Attic fire «vas fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead. 
Poor freedom loft her ſeat. 
Fbe Gorbie mantle foread a night, | 


3 . 


for your pillow, green 


- f hi ſelf eat 
ur Jeung ver forge's all HRere, Ss A 


F Fur'ere my paſſion you acrraign, 


. 


The Muſes laſi their mate. 


Had yet a laurel left in flore ? | y 


(Hoa 

To this bleft Iſle they fleer : if 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 5 
Soon wirtue's ſacred form appear d, 
And freedom ſoon was here. 
The lazy monk has left bis cell; 
Religion rings her Ballo heil; | 

She calls Thee now by MM: ö 
Hark her ſweet vcice all plaintive ſom 
See, 5be receives a thouſand wounds ! 


1f ihielded not by Thee ! 


- The Faithle/s Confidant. 
Bum ſubltance, light as air, 
8 


emblem of the inconltant fair ; 
ou'd a lover truſt you, lay, 
Wou'd you kindly ne'er betray? 
Tell me, could you ſilent hear 
W hoſe enchanting bonds I wear? 
Yet I dare not own my love, 
Leſt a traytor you ſhou'd prove · 
Echo not one plaintive ſigh. 
While the tender Czlia's nigh; 
Did I ſpeak her gentle name? 
Yet I can't my breath reclaim. 
Never more may 1wain impart 
Thus the ſecrets of his heart 
For whate'er our thoughts conv y 
Glaſs will glory to betray». 
- The Generous Coufeſſion. 
Let me un:eſerv'd decl r2- 
The dictates of my bre it 
My Thy fi; reigns unriv-l'd there, 
An ever welcome gueſt. 
No more our ſp itely nymphs I mee 
But eek the lonely grove, 


Some tender tale oſ Love. 
When bſent from my longing ſight, 
He is my conſt nt theme, 


His ſh:dowy form appears by night, 


And ſhapes the mot ning diem. 4 
Ye 'porleſs Virgins of the pliin, 
Dieem rot my words oo free; N 


Lou muſt have lov'd ihe me, 


b 7 * 


: The Unfortunate MAID. And now my Boys throw off the 
EN Sheffield Park there liv'd and Hounds, : 
-dwell'd, I'll watrantbe'll ſhew us ſome Play, 


af. net 


ard, 


' Grounds, 


le courted me my love to gain, 


nd when that I did ſend for him. | ſmoak them, my Bloods, 
Ke laugh'd and ſaid how fond 1'd been Tis a delicate ſcent lying Morn ; 


e & I miſtreſs came to me and (aid, | Each Earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
ar ray what's the matter with my maid? To cover no Safety can find; 

) miſtreſs, you do little know, , So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, , 
That grief and ſorrow I undergo 3 And leaves us at Diſtance behind. 


y panting heart can find no reſt. | Rivers we fly, : 
My miſtreſs cries, What ſhall I do? Al] Hazard and Danger we ſcorn * 


ome help I'll have for youu juſt now. Stout Reynard we'll follow until that 
No help, no help, no help I crave, we die,. 

young man ſends me to the grave. Chear up my good dogs with thejhron. 
Take you this letter into your hand, And now he ſcarce peeps thro? the dale 
Ind read it, that you may underſtand; All parch'd from his Mouth hangs 


ry it to him juſt now with (peed, | . his Tongue, | 

we it to him if he can read. His Speec can no longer prevail, 

He took this letter immediately, Nor his cunning his life can prolongs 
Ind read it o'er while ſhe ſtood by; From our ſtaunch and fleet Pack, twas 
hen he did this letter burn, in yain that he fled, 


Left her in grief to make her moan ; See his Brafh falls, bemir'd, forlorn; 
Pe wrung her hands and tore her hair The Farmer with Pleaſure behold him 


'ACrying, I ſhall fall into deſpair, | lie dead, 
U fatal death come pity me, And ſhout ro the ſound of the Horn. | 


Ind eaſe me of my miſery. RONDE AU 


| Tos A Ruel Strephon, will you leave me? 
The Whiſlling Ploughmar, (Will you prove yourſelf fo:lwor? 
HE Whiſtling Ploughman hails Can, ah, can you thus deceive, me ? 

the bluſhing Morn, Can you treat my Love w (h ſcorn, . 


The Thruſh melodious drowns the O behold your Cnloe pleading, 


ft me in grief and full of-pain : Then ſpur your briſk Courſers, and' | 


nd from my company would part, What Concert is equal to thoſe of the 


is words went bleeding to my heart. Woods, TY 
[ went up fairs unto my bed, Betwixt Eccho, the Hounds, and the 
laid me down but nothing ſaid ; Horn ; 


. 


| 


ome Jay your hand upon my breaſt, O'er Rocks, and o'er Hedges, and 


ht, ruſtic Note. | Turn and ſee your orceloy'd Maids 
od fings the Black Bird thro' re- Let ſoft Pity interced nz, 
ht, ſounding Groves, Eaſe a heart your Vows b:tray'd. 
Ard the Lark ſoars to meet the riſ- Muſt I hop leſs pine and langu ſh, 
| ing Sun. | Frenzy {-ize my tortur'd brain? 


vayt: the Copſe, to the Copſe lead See be tr:umphs in my Anguiſh ! 
©. away, See he glories in my P. ain 


young man fair, I lov'd him well, . See yonder he ſkulks through the FE 


4 ” 
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Fhe Maiden's VS H. EP 25715 Greradiers 
her d Streph | talk of Alexander, 
N 88 280 e "NE"F and ſome of Hercules, 
Mule in a lonely grove, Of Conon and Lyſander, 
Upon. the verdant turf he fat, and fome Miltzades ; | 
And told fine tales of love; But of all the World's brave Heroes 
there's none that can compare, | 


He ſqueez'd my hand with ardent zeal, ,_ * 
= 4 2 the thrilling touch, With a ow, G TOW, TOW, TOW, 
Young love thro' ev'ry vein did ſteal, to the Britiſh Grenadiers, 
All maids would feel as much. CHORUS, 
But of all the World's brave Herons, 


Of ev'ry flower then he ſtole, 
A pleaſing wreath to bring, there's none that can compare, 


Compos'd of all that May unfolds, Wih a tex, row, row, row, row, 
The gayeſt charms of ſpring to the Britiſh Grenadiers. ; 
Compares the ſaow · drop to my ſkin : . But of all the World's brave Heron, 

The roſes to my bluſh ; there's none that can compare, 
With à tow, row, row, row, raw, 


If this is flatt'ry, ſure tis kind, * 
All maids would With as much. tothe Britiſh Grenadiers. 


From all he cull'd a branch of bays, None of thoſe antient Heroes 
Then on my breaſt reclin'd ; e er ſaw a Cannon Ball, 

He ſwore *twas emblem of that praiſe Nor knew the Force of powdery 

Which beamed from my mind: to ſlay their Foes withal ; 

For Virtue there, he cry'd, innate, But eur brave boys do know it, 


Few maids can boaſt of ſuch, and baniſh all their Fears, 
Then kiſt my cheeks and bleſt his fate, With a tow, row, row, row, row, 
What maid won't Wiſh as much, the Britiſh Grenadiers, | 
Fye ſhepherd, tis too much I'vow, Chorus, But our brave Boys, & 
I durſt not yet conſent. Whene'er we are commanded: 
Cries he, What can prevent us now? to ftorm the paliſades, 
And wonder'd what | meant! Our Leaders march with Fuſees, 
So {weet his ſuit, ſo gay his air, and we with Hand Grenades, 
I yielded to his touch, We throw them from tne Glacis 
Nor could J longer cry Forbear, about our Enemies Ears, 
What maid won't do as much. With a tow, row, row, row, row, 


PROT, | the Britiſh Grenadiers. 
7 A New 8 © NB. U Chorus, We throw them, Ec, 
Like the Fox ſhall grieve, The God of War is pleaſed, 
1. hoſe Mate hath left her Side, and great Bellona ſmiles, 
hom Hounds from Morn ts Eve, To ſee theſe noble Heroes 
of our Britiſh Iſles; ! 


| Chaſe ver the Country wide, And all the Gods celeſtial, 


Where can my Lover hide? deſcending from their Spheres, . 
dere cheat the weary Pack? pehold with Admiration 
Love be not his Guide, the Britiſh Grenadiers. 


He never will come bach! Chors. And all the Gods eeleſtial, tf, 


